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Evidently we had come rather out of our way : after
making sure of our position, we set our course for
Sirkedji. Remembering the White Lady's instructions,
we sang:

Lieb Vaterland) magst rttkig sein9

Fest steht und treu die Wacht am Rhein.

Only once did we think that we might be recaptured.

As we were passing the Fatih Mosque at about one in
the morning, we heard a rattle on the cobbles behind us.
A carriage was being galloped in our direction : it might
well contain some of the Psamattia garrison. We took
refuge in the ruins which abound in this part of the
city, and lay there, while the clatter grew louder and
louder.

Wisps of cloud crossed the moon, now at her zenith :
their shadows moved like ghosts across the desolation of
the city. A cat was abroad : she saw us, and halted with
paw uplifted, and blazing eyes.

Then the carriage passed, empty, with a drunken
driver. After it had rattled away into the night, we
emerged, and continued our way through dim alleys and
balconied streets, shutting out the moonlight.

Dawn was near : the voice of a muezzin rang through
the still air, bringing to me a sense of that brotherhood
which has always been a message of the great teachers.
But all about us lay misery, racial hatred, fear. The hopes
of 1908 had not been fulfilled. Famine and fire and
disease were waiting to take what they could from house-
holds already ravaged by war. Unseen behind latticed
windows, and deep in the minds of dreamers and the sleep-
less, what a weight of woe there was !